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	It Wasn't Supposed to Happen Like This

**It Wasn't Supposed to Happen Like This**

It wasn't supposed to happen.

"Being sent to Community Affairs couldn't have come at a worse time from what I've heard."

Foregoing an answer, she lifts her head and eyes the green canopy above their heads, the soft pelts of rain droplets on it makes the perfect background noise to the incessant drumming inside her skull.

The Sia (At least, she thinks that's who the artist is) song she heard on the radio last week comes to mind at that moment: _one two three drink, one two three drink._

She'd be lying if she said she didn't recognize this feeling swimming its way through her veins.

It wasn't supposed to happen.

She wasn't supposed to use alcohol as a crutch. She wasn't supposed to become what's embedded in her genes.

There are too many instances, too many minutes, too many seconds, too much history to reflect upon that has led her to this very point in time. And ironically enough, the person standing next to her is the last person she would have thought might to give lectures on her performance in the throw of things.

Then again, he doesn't know she's been in AA for four months either. Of course being sent off to Community Affairs didn't come at a good time.

Perhaps, all the choices she's made in life, most of those of which she doesn't even bother repeating for her own mind's sake, should have been clue enough that something was about to hit the fan.

But one particularly obvious sign looms clear, one even she should have been able to see in neon for months, Dodds. The chief has been breathing down her neck since he and his 'mini me' first showed up.

They'd both been waiting for her to screw up one good time. And she had. Now, Junior is running the place, and, from what little she hears, even she has to admit , he's running it in a way that she's not so sure that _she_ had been.

With Amaro absent now, it's as if her staff is _pro re nata,_ not because predators aren't on the streets anymore, but because Rollins has a kid now. Fin is taking up his vacation time suddenly, and Carisi is going to Law School or something, who knows.

As for herself, aside from seeing her kid once in a blue moon, she doesn't know what the hell she's doing anymore. She almost feels sorry for leaving him with Lucy again so she could be here today.

It wasn't supposed to happen like this. But it has.

Glancing down at the barren ground below their feet, she lets the air escape her lungs before turning toward her forever balding, former superior.

"Don, I _know_…I'm going to handle it. However, I believe this is not the time to be discussing one of my screw ups."

Turning his head toward the crowd climbing the top of the hill with a large wooden casket in tow, he looks back with an inquisitive wrinkled eye perked up in her direction.

"One?"

"Another one of my screw ups."

Sighing, Don stuffs his hands in his gabardine wool trench coat, "I'm not here to judge you, Liv. I'm just lending out a proverbial …ear," he states, rocking back and forth on his heels. It's all he says, but it indicates so much.

He's always known far too much for his own good, especially when it came down to his detectives and now, former detectives. He can probably smell the residual wine on her breath.

It'd taken some self-control to not pour another one this morning, knowing she'd have to face half the brass today after what has happened.

Taking a deep, fulfilling breath, she lets it out, along with the rest of her façade.

"I want that office back, I want that squad back. I want to _be_ back."

"Then go get _it _back," he offers wistfully.

A cold, early spring breeze decides to sift its way through her own long, down coat, sending a chill into her own, aging, bones.

She watches his back as his retreating form joins in with the crowd filing beneath the collection of green canopy tents. She takes in the bagpipes, the sound filling her thoughts. She takes in the breach in the clouds. She takes in the faint smell of precipitation.

She takes in herself, her knee length black sheathed dress, her dark heels that sink into the soft gravel with each micro step and the long, elegant, dark green Partiss Trench that flows against her body with each subtle breeze.

Today may be the second week of spring, but the way each familiar face appears in her line of sight from her position behind the last row of the wooden chairs, it's as if she never left the icy months of winter.

One two three _freeze._ There's Munch, does he know what's gone on since he's been retired? One two three freeze. Andy Eckerson. One two three freeze, Declan Murphy. One two three Captain Steven Harris. One two three Karen Smythe. One two Rebecca Hendrix.

One. _Freeze._

The cold encapsulates her lungs into an icy cage, threatening to stop her heart. She swears she can see her breath even in the fifty degree weather.

One two three drink, she repeats mentally one more time. The plethora of wine still running gauntlets through her blood stream makes this easier. Not by much though. She contemplates the repercussions of ditching the service.

Son of a bitch.

It wasn't supposed to happen like this.

The casket is set up on the silver rails.

It wasn't supposed to be like this.

The sounds around her blur into a continuous cacophony.

It wasn't supposed to happen like this.

She wasn't supposed to see Elliot again at the Chief of Detective's funeral when her career is quite possibly in shambles.

Maybe he had the right idea all those years ago when he gave up fighting for his badge.

He looks over the wooden barrier between them and catches her eyes. It's too effortless for her liking. She finds it irritating that her own eyes had found him instantly amongst the growing crowd. He's like a black hole sucking her in already.

No, not today.

He wasn't supposed to be like this; gone for nearly five years, radio silent. Nor was he supposed to just show his bearded face and stare her down like _he's _seen a ghost. Nor stand with the other former and current cops on the force like he never left.

It wasn't supposed to happen like this. She thought it would never happen at all.

But it has.

_**Tbc **_


End file.
